3o           MY AMERICAN FRIENDS

cities, than to the small, stationary and relatively
silent groups of the village. If an American
Falstaff should take to babbling on his "deathbed
he would be more likely to reflect his nurture by
babbling of the crowded streets than of the green
fields. Though rural America is enormous in
area, and perhaps for that very reason, its country-
side has not yet acquired the distinctive
characteristics to which the heart of a people
responds on hearing them named, characteristics
which have only one part to do with nature and
three with humanity. She has produced no
novelists, no poets, whose writings can be placed
under the same category as the village-minded
work of George Eliot, Thomas Hardy, Cowper or
Wordsworth. Emerson, Thoreau, Longfellow
and Nathaniel Hawthorne belong to a different
class* The literature of the wilderness, of
the pioneer, the cowboy, the >Red Indian, is
abundant and often of high quality, but this,
though it has nature for its setting, owes nothing
to the village,

While America has no villages, she is pre-
eminently the land of cities. They lie scattered
over the face of the country as though they had
been rained from the sky. The Americans are
the-greatest city-builders the human race has
produced, lineal heirs, it would seem, of those
early pioneers who wandered into the Plain of
ShJiiar and said one to another, " Go to, let us
make bricks and burn them throughly: let us